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A  large  open  door  at  the  hack  of  the  stage  reveals  a 
pathivay  edged  ivith  briar-roses  leading  doiun  to  the 
sea.  The  rose-bushes  are  bright  ivith  the  tender, 
delicate  blossoms  of  Autumn.  Beyond  the  rose-garden, 
one  catches  a  glimpse  of  the  ivater  of  Loch  Gregor 
shut  in  by  high  and  rocky  mountains.  The  setting  sun 
casts  a  crimson  gloiu  upon  these  heights  and  turns  to 
gold  the  edges  of  a  great  cloud  that  hangs  over  the 
waters. 

At  Rise  of  Curtain,  Lady  Gregor  discovered 
reading.  Noiu  and  then  she  raises  her  head  to  listen 
impatiently  to  her  son  ivho  is  singing  in  the  garden. 
Towards  the  end  of  his  song  she  closes  her  book  and 
goes  to  the  great  door. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

(^Singing  outside) 

Oh,  cherry,  cherry  is  her  cheek  ; 

Her  hair  like  summer  corn  ; 
Her  lips  like  poppies  flaming  red 

That  summer  fields  adorn. 

Her  eyes  are  like  a  summer  sea, 

Of  waters  still  and  deep ; 
Or  like  the  light  that  floods  the  sky 

When  the  sun  begins  to  peep. 
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Oh,  how  I  long  to  see  my  dear ! 

I  long  to  kiss  my  love  ! 
With  her  face  like  the  face  of  a  sweet  angel 

And  her  heart  like  the  heart  oi  a  dove. 

LADY   GREGOR 

(At  the  great  i/oor)  All  day  he  sings  of  her !  No 
thoughts  he  gives  to  me  save  those  of  hard 
remembered  duty  and  respect. 

Enter  Donald  ivtth  a  Utter 

DONALD 

Another  letter  for  my  lord. 

LADY    GREGOR 
Comes  it  from  Castle  Ryan — from  the  Lady  Annie? 

DONALD 
It  does,  my  lady. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Open  it!  (Donald  hesitates)  Fear  not  to  do  my 
bidding.  I  am  still  mistress  here  at  Castle 
Gregor.  (Donald  opens  the  letter)  How 
writes  the  Lady  Annie? 

DONALD 

{^Reading)  "Day  after  day  passes  and  still  no 
tidings  of  my  beloved  one.  My  heart  is 
weighed  down  with  fears,  and  my  eyes  are 
weary  watching  for  my  husband's  messenger. 
Oh,  wherefore  is  this  long,  long  silence  ?     Is 
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my  lord  sick  ?  or  does  his  lady  mother  linger 
still  upon  the  borderland  of  lite,  holding  him 
captive  to  her  chamber  ?  In  my  father's 
house  the  services  of  love  are  sweetly  rendered 
both  to  me  and  to  my  son,  yet  here  I  cannot 
stay,  for  if  my  lord  come  not  to  me  then  I 
must  come  to  him.  My  father,  at  my  impor- 
tunity, hath  loaned  to  me  a  gallant  ship  and 
mariners  to  guide  her  through  the  perils  of  the 
sea.  In  the  early  coldness  of  to-morrow's 
dawn  we  shall  set  forth  to  seek  the  castle  of 
my  lord.  Oh,  may  God  bring  us  safely  to 
the  home  of  Love  Gregor,  the  home  of  my 
dear  husband — O  my  sweet !      Annie." 

LADY    GREGOR 
She  comes  to  Castle  Gregor — foolish  girl !     'Tis 
rash  to  face  the  perils  of  the  autumn  sea,  but 
rasher  still  to  face  the  perils  of  my  hate. 

DONALD 

Hate,  my  lady  ?  Why  should  your  displeasure  fall 
upon  my  master's  bride?  Report  speaks  well 
of  her.      They  say  that  she  is  wondrous  wise, 

LADY   GREGOR 

Wisdom  Indeed  is  hers !     Has  she  not  stolen  from 

me  by  her  crafts  the  love  of  my  dear  son  ? 

DONALD 
Not  by  her  crafts,  my  lady.      It  was  her  beauty  that 
won  my  master's  heart.      Each  day  he  sings 
the  glory  of  her  golden  hair,  the  radiance  of 
her  blue,  blue  eyes. 
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LADY    GREGOR 

Are  not  the  daughters  of  Evil  adorned  with  beauty? 
Do  they  not  draw  men  to  destruction  by  the 
brightness  of  their  eyes  ?  Are  not  the  souls 
of  their  lovers  oft  enmeshed  in  the  nets  of 
their  shining  hair  ? 

DONALD 

But  the  Lady  Annie  is  no  daughter  of  Evil.  My 
master  speaks  ever  of  her  goodness — he 
maketh  songs  in  praise  of  the  whiteness  of  her 
soul. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Your  master  is  sick  with  love,  and  when  love- 
sickness  lies  upon  a  man  he  sees  with  a 
charmM  vision.  Evil  seems  good ;  and  things 
vile  and  conmion  take  unto  themselves  the 
semblance  of  beauty.  (Love  Gregor  jzV/^j) 
Hark  !  That  song  again  !  'Tis  always  of 
her  he  sings,  always  of  her ! 

LOVE   GREGOR 
{Singing  outside) 

Her  voice  is  like  a  mountain  brook 

That  sings  as  it  speeds  along ; 
The  rapture  of  her  happy  laugh 
Is  like  to  the  lilt  of  a  song. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Tell  me,  Donald,  have  you  not  heard  of  those  that 
sway  the  human  heart  by  favour  of  God's 
adversary  ? 
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DONALD 

I  have,  my  lady — and  well  I  know  the  souls  of 
noble  men  have  oft  been  lost  by  reason  of  the 
traffickers  of  Evil. 

LADY    GREGOR 
God  save  your  master  from  such  evil  practisings. 

DONALD 

Ah,  Sweet  Jesus  shield  him,  for  I  do  love  him 
better  than  anything  on  earth. 

LADY   GREGOR 

The  time  is  at  hand  when  you  may  prove  the  worth 
of  this  your  love. 

DONALD 
What  means  your  ladyship  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

The  Lady  Annie  comes  to  Castle  Gregor.  We 
must  watch  for  her  coming  !  We  must  send 
her  away !  We  must  shield  Love  Gregor 
from  the  nets  of  her  enchantment. 

DONALD 

Think  you  the  Lady  Annie  hath  cast  a  glamour 
o'er  my  master  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

How  else  should  he  be  so  distraught?  Doth  he 
not  walk  the  earth  like  one  whose  spirit  is 
uplifted  by  some  strange  ecstasy  ? 
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DONALD 

He  doth  indeed !  And  yet  I  scarce  can  credit 
such  evil  of  his  lordship's  bride,  for  she  is  a 
lady  of  noble  race.  Her  kin  hath  brought  to 
Scotland  both  honour  and  renown. 

LADY   GREGOR 

There  is  no  race  so  noble  but  at  times  'twill  breed 
both  knaves  and  fools.  Even  the  Lady 
Annie's  father  himself  hath  been  suspected  of 
communing  with  the  Evil  One. 

DONALD 

Is  that  so,  my  lady  ? 

LADY   GREGOR 

'Tis  said  that  by  controlment  of  the  winds  and  waves, 
the  Lord  of  Ryan  draws  the  heavy-laden 
galleons  of  Spain  into  the  perils  of  his  rock- 
bound  home.  Night  after  night  his  men  are 
seen  wandering  upon  Loch  Ryan's  shore, 
casting  their  torches'  flare  upon  the  shallow 
water,  and  gathering  up  the  treasures  brought 
unto  land  by  the  enchantments  of  their  lord. 

DONALD 
The  Lord  of  Ryan  must  have  great  riches  ! 

LADY    GREGOR 

Riches,  indeed  !  The  cellars  of  his  castle  are  filled 
with  Spanish  gold  and  in  the  caves  that  run 
beneath  them  to  the  sea  there  is  merchandise 
of  untold  worth. 
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DONALD 

May  God  have  mercy  on  this  Lord  of  Ryan, 
for  wealth  won  wrongly  weighs  the  soul  to 
earth  so  that  it  may  not  wing  its  way  to 
Heaven. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Pray  rather  for  the  souls  of  those  that  stand  in 
peril  of  his  wicked  spells.  Ask  the  good 
God  to  shield  your  master  from  the  enchant- 
ments of  his  daughter — the  wise  and  beautiful 
Lady  Annie. 

DONALD 

Is  it  for  my  master's  salvation  that  you  would  turn 
away  the  Lady  Annie  from  our  door  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

*Tis  for  the  health  of  his  soul.  Was  it  not  to  save 
him  from  the  Lady  Annie's  evil  charms  that 
I  drew  him  to  Castle  Gregor  by  a  feignM 
sickness  ?  That  I  waylaid  the  messengers 
that  would  have  passed  betwixt  him  and  this 
enchantress — that  I  sought  to  sow  within  his 
mind  the  seeds  of  distrust?  Oh,  Donald, 
give  me  your  aid  this  night  and  we  will 
draw  apart  these  love-entangled  souls,  for 
should  my  son  not  see  Fair  Annie  for 
awhile  her  image  must  fade  a  little  from  his 
mind.  Then  might  he  turn  to  me — to  me, 
the  mother,  waiting  at  his  side — and  know  at 
last  the  richness  of  that  love  that  1  do  bear 
for  him. 
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LOVE    GREGOR 

{^Singing  outside) 

Oh,  how  I  long  to  see  my  dear  ! 

I  long  to  kiss  my  love ! 
With  her  face  like  the  face  of  a  sweet  angel 
And  her  heart  like  the  heart  of  a  dove ! 

DONALD 

My  master  is  coming  in  from  the  garden. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Give  me  Fair  Annie's  letter ;  I  will  hide  it  within 
the  leaves  of  God's  Book.   {She  hides  the  letter) 

Enter  Love  GaEGOR/rowj  the  garden 

You  are  early  in  to-night. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

The  shadows  fall  upon  the  garden  and  night  conies 
before  its  time.  I  fear  there  will  be  rain  ere 
long.  Look  how  the  glory  of  the  sun's  fare- 
well is  dimmed  by  the  gathering  of  clouds ! 
The  far-ofi  hills,  so  darkly  outlined  'gainst 
the  evening  sky,  seem  almost  at  hand. 

DONALD 

There  will  come  a  storm  with  the  falling  of  the 
night. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

(7o  Donald)  Has  no  letter  arrived  from  the 
Lady  Annie  ? 
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DONALD 
[Hesitatingly)     None — my  lord — that  I  know  of — 

LOVE   GREGOR 

*Tis  strange !  I  cannot  understand  this  long,  long 
silence.  Tell  the  porter  at  the  gate  to  keep 
his  watch  throughout  the  night.  If  any 
messenger  should  come  from  Castle  Ryan  he 
must  bring  me  word  at  once. 

DONALD 
I  will  tell  him,  my  lord.  [_Exit  Donald 

LADY    GREGOR 

Why  do  you  fret  the  house  with  this  perpetual 
watching  I 

LOVE   GREGOR 

My  mind  is  troubled  with  surmise.  I  fear  my  wife 
is  sick  1  I  fear  some  evil  hath  fallen  on  our 
little  one!  Oh,  tor  one  message  of  love! 
A  few  short  words  to  bring  back  peace  into 
my  life  ! 

LADY   GREGOR 

Sweep  all  these  idle  fancies  from  your  mind.  Your 
wife  is  but  a  child.  How  could  her  thoughts 
dwell  with  her  absent  lord  amid  the  revelry  of 
Castle  Ryan  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 
What  mean  you,  my  lady  mother  ? 


i6  THE  COMING  OF  FAIR  ANNIE 

LADY   GREGOR 

Have  you  not  told  me  of  that  brightly-coloured 
round  of  pleasure  that  makes  perpetual  move- 
ment at  Fair  Annie's  home  ?  The  cries  of 
the  tourney  and  the  chase  that  fill  its  policies 
each  day  with  joyful  sounds.  Are  not  the 
lighted  windows  of  Great  Ryan's  keep  seen 
twinkling  every  night — like  a  hundred  merry 
eyes — by  mariners  far  out  at  sea  ? — while 
snatches  of  gay  music  float  across  the  moving 
waters  and  cheer  the  hearts  of  those  who  keep 
their  watches  on  the  passing  ships  ?  Fair 
Annie  is  young — the  mind  of  Youth  turns 
easily  to  the  pleasures  of  the  hour. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

But  not  the  mind  of  Annie,  for  though  she  has  a 
merry  heart,  and  dearly  loves  to  sing  and  dance, 
she  never  was  a  slave  to  pleasure. 

LADY   GREGOR 

You  speak  as  though  Fair  Annie  were  the  paragon 
of  wives. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

And  so  she  is  !  I  do  believe  she  is  the  fairest 
flower  that  God  has  ever  sent  to  adorn  His 
earthly  garden ! 

LADY   GREGOR 

In  the  early  days  of  marriage  all  men  think  their 
wives  uncommon,  but  'tis  a  foolish  thought ! 
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LOVE    GREGOR 

Oh,  mother,  mother !  Why  do  you  search  your 
mind  to  find  some  flaw  in  Annie's  love  for  me  ? 
Wily  has  your  speech  become  of  late  so  harsh 
and  cruel ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

Never  have  I  been  harsh  to  you,  Love  Gregor. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Perchance  not  to  me,  but  better  could  I  bear  a 
harshness  to  myself  than  to  the  woman  that  I 
love.  If  you  cannot  speak  of  Annie  with  more 
gentleness — then  speak  of  her  not  at  all. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Nay,  be  not  angry,  Love  Gregor.  It  is  your 
mother's  love  that  sometimes  makes  her  speak 
thus  bitterly. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Strange  is  the  love  that  hath  such  power  to  wound. 
Your  words  are  like  daggers,  each  one 
stabbing  at  my  heart. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Forgive  me.  Love  Gregor.  Oh,  my  son,  you 
know  not  the  love-hunger  that  gnaws  at  the 
heart  of  a  mother — a  mother  who  has  waited 
at  Love's  feast  and  through  the  long  and 
weary  years  has  been  passed  by.  You  must 
forgive,  Love  Gregor. 

Enter  Donald  hurriedly 

B 
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DONALD 

My  lady!  My  lady!  [He  sees  Love  Gregor 
and  hesitates. ) 

LOVE    GREGOR 
Have  you  any  news  ? 

DONALD 

Nay,  nay,  nothing,  my  lord  ! 

LOVE    GREGOR 
Why,  then,  this  haste  ? 

DONALD 

I  have  a  message  for  my  lady,  but  'tis  nothing — 
nothing  of  importance. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Go  to  your  couch,  my  son,  this  watching  hath  made 
you  restless.    Shut  fast  the  great  door,  Donald. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Nay  !  Let  me  enjoy  the  last  sweet  mysteries  of  the 
falling  night.  The  shadows  in  the  garden 
grow  dark  and  darker.  A  watery  mist  gives 
to  the  distant  hills  the  soft  grey  beauty  of  the 
peaks  of  fairyland. 

LADY    GREGOR 
Shut  the  door,  my  son !      The  wind  blows  cold. 
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LOVE   GREGOR 

*Ti8  cold  indeed  !  Look  how  it  hath  scattered  the 
rose-leaves  o'er  the  moss-edged  flags,  decking 
the  pathway  with  their  fragrant  beauty,  as 
though  to  greet  the  coming  of  a  bride. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Shut  the  door,  my  son !  Shut  the  door !  The 
clammy  mists  of  night  creep  into  the  house 
and  chill  me  to  the  bone. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Make  fast  the  door,  Donald.  Good-night,  my 
lady  mother.  I  shall  but  rest  upon  my 
couch,  lest  some  messenger  should  come  from 
Castle  Ryan       i^He  kisses  her) 

LADY   GREGOR 

Good-night,  dear  son.  Kiss  me  again,  nay,  not  so 
coldly.  That's  better,  good-night.  May 
sleep  bring  calm  unto  your  troubled  mind. 

\_Exh  Love  Gregor 

DONALD 

I  am  glad  that  my  master  has  gone,  for  I  have  news, 
my  lady. 

LADY    GREGOR 
News  ?      Is  it  of  the  Lady  Annie  ? 

DONALD 
It  is,  my  lady. 
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LADY    GREGOR 
Is  there  word  of  her  coming  ? 

DONALD 
Her  ship  is  even  now  sailing  down  the  Loch. 

LADY   GREGOR 
Have  you  seen  it  ? 

DONALD 

Not  I,  my  lady,  but  the  Porter  at  the  gate  hath 
watched  it  for  an  hour  or  so. 

LADY    GREGOR 
How  knew  he  'twas  the  Lady  Annie's  ship? 

DONALD 

By  its  ebon  hull  and  its  red  brown  sails  ;  by  the 
green  coats  of  its  mariners  ;  and  by  the  great 
black  swan  that  with  its  ruffled  wings  and 
proudly-arched  neck,  bends  o'er  the  prow  as 
though  to  hiss  defiance  to  the  waves. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Such  are  the  ships  of  the  Lords  of  Ryan.  To 
what  direction  does  the  vessel  shape  its  course? 

DONALD 

It  comes  to  Castle  Gregor  1  Upon  the  deck  there 
stands  a  lady  tall  and  fair — her  eyes  are  set 
upon  our  lofty  towers,  and  ever  with  her  hand 
she  seems  to  urge  the  mariners  to  speed  their 
boat  towards  our  Castle's  steps. 


THE  COMING  OF  FAIR  ANNIE    21 

LADY    GREGOR 

Close  fast  the  shutters  lest  our  light  should  prove  a 
beacon  unto  them.  (  Donald  closes  the  shutters') 
We  must  be  watchful,  Donald — we  must  be 
wise. 

DONALD 

Fear  falls  upon  my  heart. 

LADY    GREGOR 

This  is  no  time  for  fear.  The  safety  of  your 
master's  soul  depends  this  night  on  you.  If 
that  your  love  for  him  hath  any  worth,  now 
must  you  prove  it  and  save  him  from  an  ever- 
lasting death. 

DONALD 

I  love  my  master  better  than  I  love  myself,  and 
therefore  do  I  cast  away  my  fears. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Now  you  are  yourself. 

DONALD 

You  may  trust  me,  my  lady,  for  if  it  be  within  the 
power  of  man,  I  will  save  my  dear  lord. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Bolt  fast  the  door,  put  up  the  chains,  and  turn  the 
key!  Never  shall  Fair  Annie's  shadow  fall 
upon  our  Castle's  floor — never  shall  her  foot- 
step cross  the  threshold  of  our  home. 
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DONALD 
The  door  is  fast.     How  the  wind  begins  to  wail ! 

LADY    GREGOR 
The  storm  has  come  at  last. 

DONALD 
The  song  of  the  wind  is  a  sad  song — 

LADY    GREGOR 

Wake  up,  Donald  !  Wake  up  !  This  is  no  time 
for  fireside  sadness  !     Wake  up  ! 

DONALD 
What  should  we  do,  my  lady  ? 

LADY   GREGOR 

Time  and  occasion  must  direct  our  way ;  only  we 
must  be  ready — for  the  hour  of  action  is  at 
hand.     Hark  I    Was  not  that  the  lilt  of  a  song  ? 

DONALD 

It  was,  my  lady. 

LADY    GREGOR 

It  came  from  the  sea — borne  fitfully  upon  the 
unequal  wind. 

DONALD 
It  must  have  been  the  song  of  mariners. 
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LADY    GREGOR 

Go  to  your  master's  room  ;  if  he  be  asleep,  close 
fast  his  door,  lest  this  singing  should  awaken 
him.  [£xit  Donald 

Lady  Greg  or  listens  at  the  great  door — the  lilt  of 

the  song  grows  dearer.      The  Song  of  the  Mariners 

is  heard  outside. 

MARINERS 
{Outside) 

Speed  on  !      Speed  on  !     My  bonny  boat ! 

Speed  on  towards  the  land ! 
For  yonder  behold  Lord  Gregor's  towers 
Close  to  the  salt  sea-strand. 

During  the  Song  re-enter  Donald 

DONALD 
My  master  is  asleep. 

LADY   GREGOR 

That's  well.  Go  to  the  unlighted  window  of  the 
passage,  and  when  the  ship  hath  come  to  land, 
bring  me  word.  [_Exit  Donald 

Lady  Gregor  puts  out  the  candle  so  that  the  stage  is 
lighted  only  by  the  gioiu  of  the  fire 

MARINERS 
{Outside) 

Make  fast,  make  fast  your  bonny  boat 

Beneath  the  Castle's  wall  1 
Lord  Gregor  soon  shall  meet  his  bride 
Within  his  stately  hail. 
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Enter  Donald 

DONALD 

The  ship  hath  come  to  land.  I  saw  the  Lady 
Annie  passing  through  the  water-gate.  She 
bore  her  young  son  in  her  arms,  and  the  heavy 
splendour  of  her  hair  was  blown  about  her  by 
the  fitful  wind  as  though  it  were  a  cloak  of 
gold.  Even  now  she  must  be  climbing  up  the 
rugged  steepness  of  our  garden  path. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Hark !  I  hear  a  footfall  on  the  mossy  steps.  Go 
to  the  door  ! 

DONALD 
I  am  afraid,  my  lady — afraid  ! 

LADY    GREGOR 

Do  as  I  bid  you!  Go  to  the  door!  (Donald 
moves  fearfully  to  the  great  door)  If  she  should 
knock,  demanding  entrance,  you  must  command 
her  in  her  master's  voice  to  return  unto  her 
ship. 

DOVALD 

I  would  not  dare,  my  lady. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Think  of  the  peril  of  your  master's  soul,  and  know 
that  this  night's  work  depends  on  you. 

Fair  Annie  knocks  upon  the  door 
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DONALD 

What  shall  I  do,  my  lady  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 
Send  her  away  !      Bid  her  return  unto  the  sea. 

There  is  more  knocking 

DONALD 
Who  knocks  upon  the  door  ? 

FAIR   ANNIE 

*Tis  I,  Fair  Annie,  of  Loch  Ryan  ! 

'Tis  I,  your  young  girl-wife ! 
I  have  come  across  the  stormy  sea 

To  seek  the  Love  o'  my  lite. 

After  a  slight  pause,  she  knocks  again 

Oh,  open  the  door,  Love  Gregor,  I  pray ; 

Oh,  open  and  let  me  in, 
For  the  wind  blows  through  my  yellow  hair 

And  the  rain  drops  o'er  my  chin. 

DONALD 

May  I  not  open  the  door,  my  lady  ?      May  I  not 
open  the  door  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

Nay,  send  her  away  ?     Away  to  the  sea !      Bid  her 
return  to  her  boat. 

Knocking 
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DONALD 

Away  !    Away  !    you  wile  warlock  ! 

Away,  you  daughter  of  sin  ! 
As  Mary  Mother  is  mine  aid, 

You  shall  not  enter  in. 

FAIR   ANNIE 

I  am  neither  a  witch  nor  a  wile  warlock ! 

Nor  mermaid  of  the  sea  ; 
I  am  Fair  Annie  of  Loch  Ryan! 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me  ! 

DONALD 

What  shall  I  do,  my  lady !       Oh,  tell  me,  what 
shall  I  do  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

Send  her  away — away  to  the  sea — bid  her  return  to 
her  ship. 

Fair  Annie  knocks 

DONALD 

You  shall  not  sit  at  my  castle's  board, 

I  swear  it  by  Jesus'  Sire. 
And  as  He  reigns  in  the  Heavens  above 

You  shall  not  rest  by  my  fire. 

FAIR   ANNIE 

Oh,  open  the  door  now,  Love  Gregor, 

Open  the  door,  I  pray. 
Or  your  young  son  that  is  in  mine  arms 

Will  be  dead  ere  it  be  day. 
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Lady  Gregor  crosses  to  the  great  door.  She  speaks 
as  though  overwhelmed  by  hatred  and  rage 

LADY   GREGOR 

Away  !      Away  !    you  ill  woman, 

For  here  you  shall  not  win  in. 
Go  drown  yourself  in  the  raging  sea, 

Or  hang  from  the  gallows  grim. 

7 here  is  a  sound  as  of  a  ivoman  sobbing.     Lady 
Gregor  listens  at  the  door 

She  is  going  away,  away  to  the  sea. 

She  returns  once  more  to  her  boat ! 
I  can  hear  her  trip  o'er  the  mossy  stones  ; 

The  rose-briars  tear  at  her  gown. 
I  can  hear  her  moan  a  hush-a-bye 

To  soothe  her  greeting  son. 

Lady  Gregor  and  Donald  listen  for  a  few  moments 

DONALD 

I  hear  her  no  more — there  is  no  sound  of  her. 
Naught  can  I  hear  but  the  wailing  of  the  wind 
and  the  waves. 

LADY    GREGOR 

She  has  gone  !  Fair  Annie  has  gone — gone  down 
to  the  sea  1  Oh,  may  the  cloak  of  night  hide 
her  from  Love  Gregor's  eyes,  for  he  must  not 
know  of  this  coming  of  his  bride. 

There  is  the  sound  of  a  door  opening 
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DONALD 
Listen  !     Did  you  not  hear  my  master's  door  ? 

LADY   GREGOR 
Perhaps  Love  Gregor  has  awakened. 

DONALD 

I  hear  him  coming,  my  lady.  He  walks  like  a 
man  that  trembles  with  fear ! 

Enter  Love  Gregor 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Did  you  not  hear  a  knocking  on  the  door  ?  Did 
you  not  hear  a  cry  in  the  wind  outside  ? 

LADY   GREGOR 

We  have  heard  nothing — nothing  but  the  wailing  of 
the  wind  and  the  waves.  Go  back  again  to 
your  couch,  my  son.  You  look  sick  and 
weary.      Return  again  to  your  rest. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

I  dare  not  sleep  again,  for  sleep  to-night  is  full  of 
terrors. 

LADY   GREGOR 

What  terrors,  my  son  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 

I  dreamt  a  dream  of  Fair  Annie  —a  dream  that 
shook  me  to  the  soul. 
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LADY  GREGOR 
What  was  your  dream,  my  son  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 

I  dreamt  Fair  Annie  came  to  seek  me  here  at  Castle 
Gregor,  but  she  found  me  not.  I  dreamt  that 
she  icnocked  upon  oui  door,  but  it  was  not 
opened  to  her  ;  that  she  called  upon  my  name 
and  I  heard  her  not.  Then  at  the  peep  o'  day 
I  rose  from  my  couch,  and  when  T  opened  the 
great  door,  Fair  Annie  lay  upon  our  threshold 
— dead — clothed  in  the  shroud  of  her  golden 
hair,  and  with  a  silver  dagger  thrust  into  her 
heart. 

LADY   GREGOR 

What  dagger  was  that,  my  son  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 
*Twas  the  dagger  you  wore  at  your  side,  my  mother. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Such  dreams  are  the  sickness  of  love,  dear  son. 
Sweep  them  away  from  your  brain  1  Think 
no  more  upon  them. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

That  were  impossible,  my  lady  .mother,  for  the 
dream  I  dreamt  was  no  common  dream. 
Perchance  it  was  sent  as  a  warning  of  Evil  to 
come.  How  dark  is  this  hall !  Light  the 
candles  once  more. 

PoNALD  ikhts  the  candle f 
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LADY   GREGOR 
What  will  you  do,  my  son  ? 

LOVE    GREGOR 

I  will  set  out  at  once  to  Fair  Annie's  home,  for 
there  shall  I  learn  the  truth. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Be  not  so  hasty,  my  son.  These  fears  are  born  of 
your  dreaming.  To-morrow  they  all  will  be 
gone.  Stay  with  your  mother  at  Castle 
Gregor — stay  with  her  but  a  while,  and  by 
her  love  and  her  tenderness  she  will  banish 
these  fears  from  your  mind. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Nay,  nay — I  must  go  to  Fair  Annie — I  must  go  to 
her  this  very  night.  Donald,  bid  my  mariners 
to  prepare  my  gallant  ship.  As  soon  as  the 
storm  has  past  I  shall  set  forth  to  the  home  of 
my  bride,  [^Exit  Donald 

LADY    GREGOR 
But  would  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  son  ? 

LOVE    GREGOR 

There  are  many  faithful  servants  at  Castle  Gregor ; 
they  will  watch  over  you  till  I  return. 

LADY    GREGOR 
Stay  with  me  but  a  day  or  two, 
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LOVE    GREGOR 


Nay,  I  must  set  forth  this  night.  I  cannot  rest  till 
I  have  learnt  the  truth  of  Annie's  silence — 
till  I  have  torn  away  the  veil  of  mystery  which 
time  hath  drawn  between  us. 


LADY    GREGOR 


Stay,  stay,  my  son  !  Have  you  no  love-thoughts 
for  the  woman  who  gave  to  you  the  precious 
gift  of  life  ? 


LOVE    GREGOR 


Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ?     Surely  I  have  rendered 
to  the  full  the  services  of  filial  duty  ? 


LADY   GREGOR 


True,  true,  my  son,  but  the  services  of  duty  are  not 
all  that  I  would  win.  Are  your  love-thoughts 
given  wholly  to  Fair  Annie  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 

The  best  of  my  thoughts  are  hers,  as  the  best  of  her 
thoughts  are  mine. 

LADY   GREGOR 

What  are  the  best  of  a  maiden's  thoughts  ?  O 
foolish  son,  to  treasure  thus  the  affections  of  a 
young  and  untried  girl!  After  life's  struggle 
hath  given  strength  unto  a  woman's  will ;  after 
life's  sorrow  hath  touched  her  heart  to  tender- 
ness, then  may  she  know  the  great,  the  abiding 
love.     Tiic  love  of  a  young  girl  is  but  a  selfish 
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and  a  shallow  thing — oft  born  of  a  smile  and 
drowned  in  a  tear. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Set  a  watch  over  your  tongue,  good  mother,  lest 
you  should  speak  things  unforgivable. 

LADY   GREGOR 

*Tis  not  at  your  command  that  I  will  guard  my 
speech.  Love  Gregor.  Must  I  stand  aside 
and  watch  Fair  Annie  cast  her  net  of  enchant- 
ment about  your  soul?  Must  I  be  silent  and 
see  your  manhood  overwhelmed  by  a  false  and 
fleeting  love; 

LOVE   GREGOR 

A  false  and  fleeting  love !  Such  words  are  mad- 
ness. A  truer  love  ne'er  bound  two  human 
hearts  together — it  is  a  love  that  hath  given 
vision  to  our  eyes  and  wings  to  our  souls. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Fine  phrases  often  hide  the  grossness  of  a  common 
lust. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Say  no  more,  my  mother — say  no  more!  These 
words  of  yours  have  banished  me  for  aye  from 
Castle  Gregor.  When  I  set  forth  to-night,  I 
go  never  to  return. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Nay,  nay,  my  son,  you  must  not  leave  me  here 
alone.      Forget  my  hasty  words. 
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LOVE    GREGOR 
Such  words  cannot  be  forgotten. 

LADY    GREGOR 

But  promise  that  you  will  return  !  Think  1  Think, 
my  son !  You  are  all  I  have  to  love — all  that 
remains  to  me  of  life.  Oh,  say  you  will  come 
back  again,  I  could  not  face  the  autumn  of  my 
life  if  you  were  absent  from  my  side.  Oh, 
say  you  will  come  back  again  1 

LOVE    GREGOR 

If  you  will  promise  ne'er  to  speak  unkindly  of  my 
wife — ne'er  to  hold  up  our  love  to  scorn,  then 
will  I  come  again. 

LADY    GREGOR 
That  is  a  hard  thing  to  promise. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

If  you  cannot  pledge  your  word  to  this,  then  we, 
to-night,  must  part  for  ever. 

LADY    GREGOR 

My  son,  my  son,  I  cannot  let  you  pass  oi.t  of  my 
life. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Then  you  promise  i 

LADY   GREGOR 

Yes — I  promise. 
[_Extt  Lady  Gregor,  trying  to  hide  her  humiliation 
c 
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LOVE    GREGOR 

How  wild  and  confused  are  the  cries  of  the  wind! 
Surely  the  hounds  ot  Heaven  are  hunting  to- 
night some  precious  quarry.  The  horrors  of 
my  dream  so  hang  about  my  mind  that  I  dare 
not  return  to  my  rest.  I  will  sit  by  the  fire 
and  read  for  a  while.  Here  is  my  mother's 
book — God's  Holy  Word.  'Tis  said  that  if 
a  man  in  trouble  open  suddenly  God's  Book 
there  will  he  find  sweet  words  to  comfort  him. 
{^He  opens  the  book  and  discovers  Annie's  letter^ 
Why,  what  is  this  ?  A  letter  !  And  written 
in  Fair  Annie's  hand  I  How  came  it  here 
betwixt  the  pages  of  my  mother's  book  ? 
[Reads  the  /etter)  What  words  are  these? 
My  Annie  is  coming  to  see  me  here  ;  she  is 
coming  to  Castle  Gregor !  Why — why  should 
these  precious  words  have  been  hidden  from 
mine  eyes  ?     I  cannot  understand. 

Enter  Donald 

DONALD 

Is  not  her  ladyship  here  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 

My  lady  mother  hath  gone  unto  her  room. 

Donald  crosses  to  door  R 

Stay,  Donald !  I  would  speak  with  you.  When 
I  came  from  the  garden  to-night,  was  not  my 
lady  mother  reading  God's  book  ? 
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DONALD 

She  was,  my  lord.  It  is  her  custom  to  seek  the 
comfort  of  Its  words  each  night  before  she  goes 
unto  her  rest. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

After  I  had  come  into  the  hall,  did  I  not  ask  if  a 
letter  had  arrived  from  Castle  Ryan? 

DONALD 

You  did,  my  lord, 

LOVE    GREGOR 
And  you  answered  *«  No  ?  " 

DONALD 
I — I  answered — "  No  !  " 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Was  that  the  truth,  Donald?  Look  into  mine 
eyes,  Donald  !     Was  that  the  truth  ? 

DONALD 

It  was  not,  my  lord. 

LOVE    GREGOR 
You  told  me  a  lie  ? 

DONALD 

Yes,  my  lord.  I  told  you  a  lie,  but  you  must 
forgive  me,  my  lord.  It  was  to  save  your  soul 
from  everlasting  death  that  I  spoke  falsely — 
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it  was  to  shield  you,  my  dear  master,  from  the 
spells  of  a  wicked  woman. 

LOVE    GREGOR 
Was  it  my  mother  that  spoke  to  you  of  these  spells? 

DONALD 

It  was,  my  lord.  Your  mother  loves  you  well,  my 
lord! 

LOVE  GREGOR 

Was  it  love  that  made  her  feed  her  son  with  lies 
when  the  truth  meant  so  much  happiness  to 
him  ?  Was  it  love  that  made  her  seek  to  part 
Love  Gregor  from  his  bride?  Oh,  well — 
right  well,  hath  she  played  her  part  and  I  must 
ever  scorn  myself  to  have  been  so  easily 
deceived.  What  must  I  do  when  Fair  Annie 
comes  ? 

DONALD 

Think  you  she  will  return,  my  lord  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 
Return  ? 

DONALD 

She  went  a  while  s'nce  down  unto  the  sea.  Ere 
this  she  will  have  entered  once  more  into  her 
boat. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Have  entered  once  more  into  her  boat  ?  Nay, 
answer  me  not,  for  now  the  truth  breaks  in  upon 
my  mind.    That  knocking  I  heard  was  no  false 
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sound  of  slumber  ;  that  cry  was  not  uttered  by 
a  phantom  of  dreamland — 'twas  the  knocking 
of  Fair  Annie — 'twas  the  cry  of  my  wi(e. 
(Sounds  of  distress  are  heard  outside)  Open 
the  door,  Donald  —  open  the  door  —  nay, 
quickly,  quickly  !  (  Donald  opens  the  door) 
What  do  you  see? 

DONALD 

There  is  a  flickering  of  torches  amid  the  pine-trees. 
Great  shadowy  figures  are  hurrying  down  to 
the  beach. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Why  are  their  voices  so  troubled  ? 

DONALD 

I  cannot  tell,  my  lord,  unless  some  mischance  hath 
come  unto  the  Lady  Annie's  boat. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Dear  God,  forbid  1  Let  me  pass,  Donald,  let  me 
pass !  I  am  coming  to  you,  dear  Annie. 
Surely  my  heart  hath  wings  to  speed  me  to 
your  side.  (He  rushes  out.  As  his  voice  dies 
atuay  Donald  hurries  to  the  door  R.) 

DONALD 

{Caiiing)      My  Lady  !      My  Lady  1 

Enter  Lady  Gregor 

LADY    GREGOR 
What  is  the  matter — where  is  Love  Gregor? 
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DONALD 

He  hath  gone  down  to  the  shore — he  hath  gone  to 
seek  tlie  Lady  Annie. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Then  he  knows  that  his  bride  has  been  here 
to-night  i 

DONALD 

My  master  knows  all. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Think  you  he  will  call  her  back  unto  the  land  ? 

DONALD 

I  fear  that  is  impossible — I  fear  that  some  mischance 
hath  fallen  on  her  ship. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Nay,  say  not  that.  1(  any  harm  should  come  unto 
the  Lady  Annie,  Love  Gregor  never  would 
forgive   me.      Look   out,    Donald — what    do 


you  see  ? 


DONALD 


The  torch-bearers  are  casting  the  flare  of  their  lights 
upon  the  sea-wrack  that  fringes  our  bay.  They 
are  seeking  for  something. 


LADY    GREGOR 


Why  do  their  voices  mingle  in  such  confusion .'' 
They  are  silent  now — so  hushed  they  might 
be  gazing  on   some  sight  that   robs  them   of 
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their  speech.  They  speak  again — the  rush  of 
their  words  becomes  more  and  more  rapid. 
My  blood  is  chilled  with  fear.  I  scarcely 
dare  to  think  on  what  hath  happed. 

Sonj  of  the  Torch-bearers  heard  outside 

TORCH-BEARERS 

Oh,  cherry,  cherry  is  her  cheek. 

And  golden  is  her  hair. 
But  clay-cold  are  her  rosy  lips 

No  breath  of  life  stirs  there. 

DONALD 

Did  you  hear  the  words  of  the  torch-bearers  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

I  heard  them  well.  Think  you  the  Lady  Annie 
is  drowned  \ 

DONALD 

Such  is  the  burden  of  their  song. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Oh,  what  is  this  calamity  that  hath  come  so  near 
our  door !  If  Fair  Annie  be  drowned,  never 
will  Love  Gregor  forgive  me — never  ! 

DONALD 

They  are  bringing  her  up  through  the  water-gate. 

LADY    GREGOR 
Hath  her  face  the  paleness  of  death  ? 
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DONALD 

I  only  can  see  her  golden  hair,  that  glints  in  the 
torches'  Jiaht.  'Tis  dank  and  wet  and  clinos 
round  her  like  a  Sea-Queen's  robe. 

LADY    GREGOR 

They  must  not  bring  her  here,  Donald.  Shut  the 
door !  I  dare  not  look  upon  her  now  !  Shut 
the  door !      Shut  the  door  ! 

DONALD 

Be  calm,  my  ladj',  be  calm.  They  have  set  her 
down  on  the  terrace,  and  now  that  the  rain 
hath  ceased  I  can  see  the  shape  of  her  elfin 
face.  Surely  no  mortal  maid  had  beauty  like 
to  hers, 

LADY   GREGOR 
Is  Love  Gregor  beside  her  ? 

DONALD 

He  stands  gazing  with  tearless  eyes  upon  her  fair 
young  face. 

LADY    GREGOR 
Tell  him  that  I  would  speak  with  him. 

DONALD 

They  take  up  the  body  again,  they  bear  it  towards 
my  master's  ship. 
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LADY   GREGOR 

He  will  not  go  hence  without  saying  farewell ! 
Tell  him  that  I  must  speak  with  him. 

l^Exit  Donald 
Why  do  I  fear  to  meet  Love  Gregor  face  to 
face  ?  Doth  my  hate  of  Fair  Annie  now  die 
at  the  thought  of  its  own  deed  ?  Nay ;  I 
must  keep  it  alive  ;  I  must  hate  her  still  if  I 
would  have  the  strength  to  look  into  Love 
Gregor's  eyes. 

Song  of  the  Torch-bearers  outside 

TORCH-BEARERS 

Oh,  first  he  kissed  her  cherry  cheek, 

And  next  he  kissed  her  chin, 
Then  softly  pressed  her  rosy  lips. 

But  there  was  no  breath  within. 

At  the  end  of  the  Song  enter  Love  Gregor  sioiulf 

LADY   GREGOR 
Are  you  going  away,  my  son  ? 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Yes,  my  lady  mother,  I  am  going  away.  The 
storm  is  passing  and  the  mariners  make  ready 
my  ship. 

LADY   GREGOR 

Whither  would  you  go,  my  son  ? 
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LOVE    GREGOR 

To  Castle  Ryan,  to  bear  Fair  Annie  to  her  home 
— to  set  her  in  that  field  of  sleep  where  rest 
the  noble  fathers  of  her  race. 

LADY   GREGOR 

You  will  return,  my  son  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 

No,  no,  my  lady  mother.  This  deed  of  yours 
hath  set  a  sea  of  injury  betwixt  us  that  only 
time  can  bridge. 

LADY    GREGOR 

You  must  forgive,  my  son.  I  never  meant  to  kill 
your  bride — I  never  meant  to  kill  her.  Love 
Gregor.  Hatred  and  jealousy  made  blind 
mine  eyes. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

You  drove  her  from  our  Castle-door,  and  she  had 
come  so  far  to  seek  for  me. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Judge  not  too  harshly,  my  son.  When  time  hath 
shown  to  you  the  mysteries  of  a  woman's 
heart,  then  will  you  understand  that  bitterness 
that  falls  upon  neglected  motherhood.  Listen, 
Love  Gregor.  When  you  were  a  child  you 
lived  in  a  world  of  dreams.  You  walked  and 
talked  each  day  with  creatures  born  of  your 
own  imagination.  You  did  not  know  the 
living    people    that    moved    around    you,    the 
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people  who  loved  and  tended  you  All 
through  the  weary  years  I  waited,  thinking 
that  one  day  you  would  come  out  of  your 
world  of  dreams  and,  beholding  the  mother 
standing  at  your  side,  give  to  her  a  little  of 
your  love,  a  little  of  your  gratitude. 

LOVE    GREGOR 
Why  have  you  not  spoken  to  me  of  this  before  ? 

LADY    GREGOR 

Often  have  1  tried,  but  your  father's  neglect  had 
bred  in  me  a  cold  and  stubborn  pride.  To 
him,  women  were  but  love-toys — to  be  enjoyed 
in  an  idle  hour,  when  men  were  weary  of  the 
fight  and  of  the  chase.  Promise  me,  my  8on> 
you  will  come  back. 

LOVE    GREGOR 

I  may  not  return  until  my  work  be  done. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Cannot  that  work  be  done  at  Castle  Gregor,  where 
love  and  tenderness  shall  make  of  every  task  a 
pleasure?  Listen,  my  son,  here  shall  you 
weave  throughout  the  day  your  garlands  of 
song,  and  at  the  falling  of  the  night  the 
minstrel  shall  bring  his  harp  into  the  hall  and, 
by  his  muse's  magic  charm,  give  to  your 
words  a  double  splendour. 

LOVE    GREGOR 
Nay,  nay,  my  lady  mother.     I  may  not  stay.     Fair 
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Annie's  love  is  calling  me  away,  away  into  the 
world  of  men. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Annie  is  dead !  How  can  her  love  now  come 
between  us  ? 

LOVE    GREGOR 

Annie  is  dead,  and  dead  is  the  lesser  part  of  our 
great  love.  Gone  for  ever  is  the  love  of 
kisses,  tender  words  and  fond  embraces,  but 
the  greater  love  still  lives  and  'tis  that  love 
that  now  is  calling  me  unto  the  world,  that  I 
may  show  its  glory  unto  men  and  by  its  aid 
conquer  in  the  battle  of  my  soul. 

LADY    GREGOR 

35ut,  when  the  battle  hath  been  won,  will  you  not 
then  return  ? 

LOVE   GREGOR 
Time  will  direct  my  steps. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Time  will  also  soften  the  harsh  memories  of  this 
night.  I  know  you  will  return,  my  son,  and 
when  you  come  again  unto  your  home  you 
will  find  your  mother  waiting  for  you.  Good- 
bye, my  son. 

LOVE   GREGOR 

Good-bye,  my  lady  mother. 
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LADY    GREGOR 

Kiss  me  just  once  before  you  go.  Look  how  the 
recovered  moon  hath  set  your  vessel  in  a  blaze- 
of  light!      Is  not  this  a  happy  augury? 

The  Song  of  the  Torch-bearers  outside 

TORCH-BEARERS 

Her  shroud  a  shroud  of  golden  hair, 

Sweet  roses  on  her  breast, 
And  the  silver  moon  to  shed  her  light 

Over  her  dreamless  rest. 

LADY    GREGOR 

Good-bye,  dear  son — your  mother  will  be  waiting 
for  you — waiting  to  welcome  you  home  ! 
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